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Megan  Thotnsbuty 


The  underpass  was  silent.  A metallic  stench  hung  in  the 
air  as  I padded  into  the  creek.  This  flow  of  waste  crimson- 
soaked  my  socks.  Had  I done  this  along  the  way?  Disgust 
tied  a knot  in  my  stomach,  but  I kept  moving.  Heaviness 
crept  up,  captured  me,  and  became  my  driving  force.  I 
felt  her  before  I saw  her.  Inching  toward  her,  I felt  broken. 
I knew  her:  the  raven  locks  and  October-sky  eyes.  I 
remembered  the  feel  of  the  silk-spun  blouse — tattered 
now,  it  had  also  turned  to  crimson.  Heaviness  dominated 
my  desperation  to  reconstruct  this  marionette.  I collapsed 
to  my  knees  and  the  gun  slid  heavy  from  my  grasp.  I had 
severed  my  strings. 
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Peiren  Blue 


I’m  humbled  to  know  that  one  day 
We’ll  all  be  rotten 

Some  of  us  will  have  aged  like  a fine  wine 

And  others  like  milk 

Spoiled,  rotten,  ripened  past  our  primes 

Cast  out  in  the  morning  trash 

For  fear  of  flies  and  maggots 
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Joseph  Ehmt 

The  power  went  out  a week  ago  yesterday.  The  back-up  generators  never 
kicked  in.  Cars  won’t  start.  Cell  phones  won’t  call,  text,  or  take  pictures. 

Any  machine  with  an  electronic  pulse  has  flatlined.  At  least  it  looks  like 
that’s  true.  No  artificial  light  as  far  as  I can  see.  I look  out  the  window  at 
night  and  there’s  nothing  but  bonfires  and  stars.  It’s  probably  the  first  time 
anyone  alive  has  seen  the  stars  like  this  in  the  city.  Without  all  the  light 
pollution  the  stars  look  too  close;  like  they’re  looming  over  the  city,  pressing 
in  on  all  sides. 

Catherine’s  respirator  stopped  when  the  rest  of  the  world  did.  All  the 
machines  she  was  hooked  up  to  died  as  well.  Without  the  monitor  I couldn’t  I 
even  be  sure  of  when  she  died.  It  shouldn’t  matter — she  was  dead  as  soon  as 
the  power  went  out — but  it  does. 

Time  of  death:  Unknown.  Never.  Forever.  Twilight. 

1 

The  air  in  the  hospital  has  started  to  turn. 

Those  who  could  get  out,  did.  A few  people  came  back  to  retrieve  their 
friends  and  loved  ones  who  could  not  leave  the  hospital  on  their  own. 

Mostly  though,  the  hospital  just  transitioned  into  the  largest  morgue 
in  the  county.  Not  an  entirely  smooth  transition,  but  after  something 
approximating  a week  the  dissenters  settled  down  and  resigned  themselves 
to  the  slab. 

One  of  the  patients  tried  to  tell  me  about  a doctor  who  had  stayed  behind  to 
tend  to  his  patients,  but  it  had  been  four  days  since  the  power  went  out — no 
one  that  could  leave  was  still  here.  I asked  him  to  quiet  down. 

A woman  in  a wheelchair  was  stuck  in  the  third  floor  stairwell  talking  to 
herself  about  the  undead.  It  had  been  five  days  since  the  power  had  gone 
out  and  no  one  had  turned.  Her  face  was  a mess  of  bruises  and  her  bandages 
were  streaked  a rusty  red.  Her  forearms  and  hands  were  similarly  damaged. 
She  probably  had  an  infection.  When  she  noticed  I was  in  the  stairwell  with 
her  she  started  shrieking.  I ran  back  to  Catherine’s  room,  but  I could  hear 
her  through  the  floor  until  she  finally  quieted. 

Later  that  day  I heard  a scream  and  the  sound  of  two  heavy  objects  tumbling 
down  the  stairs. 

The  smell’s  bad  enough  now  that  I have  to  at  least  try  and  do  something 
about  it.  I go  fishing  through  a supply  closet  and  bring  a box  of  surgical 
masks  back  to  Catherine’s  room.  It  doesn’t  help  all  that  much  but  I don’t 
think  it’ll  matter  much  longer,  I’m  bound  to  acclimate  sooner  or  later.  I 
stretch  the  mask  back  over  my  head,  pinch  the  metal  strip  over  my  nose,  and 
lay  my  head  in  Catherine’s  lap. 


BOXCAR  BOMBER 


Agnes  Mickute 


THE  SENSES  OF  THE  FALL  Gwyneth  Phillips 


Yeah,  I've  seen  him 

That  one  who  runs  recklessly 

That  one  who  stumbles 

I've  seen  the  things  he  does  in  fear  or  hate  or  anger: 
Sure,  I've  seen  the  one  who  falls. 

But  isn't  falling  like  flying 
Only  with  no  strings  attached? 

I've  heard  him  hit  rock  bottom 
The  splintering  sound  of  his  heart  shattering 
The  cries  of  the  boy  sobbing  in  the  dark 
Cracking  face,  cracking  mind,  cracking  soul: 

Of  course  I've  heard  the  one  who  falls. 

But  isn't  falling  like  flying 
Only  with  no  strings  attached? 

I've  smelled  the  scent  of  his  decay 
All  the  shaky  walls  he  built  rotting  to  dirt 
All  the  smoke  curling  from  his  burning  lies 
Peeled,  skinned,  scourged  away: 

Yes,  I've  smelled  the  one  who  falls. 


But  isn't  falling  like  flying 
Only  with  no  strings  attached? 

Ah,  but  I've  tasted  the  spark  on  his  tongue 
Flavored  bitter  with  honest  fear 

continued  on  page  05 
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Flavored  spicy  with  spiking  courage 
Carbonated,  aged  well,  shaken-not-stirred  hope: 

Yes,  oh  yes,  I've  tasted  the  one  who  falls. 

So  falling  is  like  flying 
Only  with  no  strings  attached? 

Naturally,  I've  felt  his  remains 

In  my  hands  held  and  shaped  them  with  blood-slippery 
fingers 

In  my  heart,  forgiving  but  not  forgetting  them 
Rising,  learning,  exploding  from  them: 

By  my  all,  I've  felt  the  one  who  falls. 

Yes!  Falling  is  like  flying 
With  no  strings  attached! 

With  no  strings  attached,  I am  him 
Mine  the  hands  outreached,  groping,  flailing 
Mine,  the  false  wings  clipped,  dry  roots  burned 
In  my  falling,  cleansing,  climbing  resurrection: 

I've  been  the  one  who  falls. 

Yet  more 

I am  the  one  who  rises. 

Falling  is  like  flying 

Only  with  no  strings  attached, 

Because  of  course, 

Who  has  need  of  strings  to  suspend 
When  there  are  arms  to  catch? 
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Stephen  Koch 


.Might 

It’s  late,  and  in  the  air  there  is  the  electric  scent 
of  coming  rain.  I walk  slowly  towards  the  gate 
with  the  woman  to  whose  children  I read  the  story 
of  Snow  White,  a foolish  girl  who  tasted  death 


Julia  Andersen 


three  times.  The  children’s  other  two  choices  had  been 
renditions  of  Rapunzel,  and  the  familiar  story  in  my  fading  voice 
had  coaxed  them  to  sleep  like  the  prick  of  a finger 
on  a spinning-wheel,  lowering  them  gently,  quietly 

into  the  shallows.  And  after  the  last  story’s  final  words, 

that  tender  happily  ever  after,  I’d  shepherded  them  to  bed; 

they  had  stumbled,  tousle-haired  and  hazy-eyed, 

through  hallways  harder  than  their  soft  sleep,  small  mouths  stretched 

into  delicate  yawns.  I had  spent  the  following  almost-silence 
in  stationary  escape,  pulling  myself  through  the  yielding  pages 
of  a novel  heftier  than  my  thoughts,  the  whispering  pages 
harmonizing  with  the  patriarchal  cabinet  towering  in  the  corner, 

which  counted  out  my  minutes  like  beans: 

payment  for  a good  cow  I could  not  keep, 

but  would  not  miss  once  I had  seeds  of  magic 

pressed  into  my  palm.  And  so  when  the  woman  comes  home 

and  we  walk  outside,  into  the  stirring  air 

that  holds  the  electric  scent  of  coming  rain,  I think 

of  those  beans.  I go  slowly  towards  the  gate, 

and  I let  my  heart  race  deliciously  when  the  restless  wind 

pushes  against  my  clothes  and  tugs  at  my  hair,  and  I 
feel  the  savage  capability  in  the  low  darkness 
of  the  sky  to  rend  itself  wide  with  flaming  light 
and  survive  the  torrents  it  will  birth  and  we  will  bear. 


07 


HUNGER  WRAPPED  IN  SILK  AND  GOLD 

■ "■  ■ .'•< 


Bakul  Banerjee 


Around  7:30  p.m.,  every  neighbor  around  my  husband’s  suburban  home  in  Kolkata  heard  the  news  as  the 
doctor’s  wife  across  the  street  called  out  for  my  mother-in-law  at  the  top  of  her  voice. 

“Listen,  Sita’s  mother  just  called  me.  Your  phone  is  not  working.  She  said  that  Sita  must  be  at  the  Ameria 
visa  office  sharply  at  10:00  a.m.  tomorrow.  She  should  stop  by  the  British  Airways  office  beforehand.  They 
have  her  ticket.”  I was  relieved.  Since  I was  applying  for  Ph.D.  programs  in  the  U.S.  before  I got  married,  i 
consulate  communications  were  going  to  my  parents’  address.  I married,  the  regular  arranged  marriage, 
about  a month  ago  and  was  looking  forward  to  going  to  the  U.S.  soon.  My  parents,  who  lived  nearby, 
insisted  on  my  spending  most  of  the  time  with  my  in-laws. 

It  was  about  9:30  p.m.  when  I sat  down  to  the  five  course  dinner  with  my  mother-in-law.  Each  item 
contained  fish  in  some  form  or  other  as  Bengalis  love  fish.  Unfortunately,  I never  got  used  to  it. 

“Just  give  me  one  small  fish  with  curry  sauce  for  the  rice”  I asked  Nimai,  the  man-servant  serving  us.  The 
house  had  only  three  permanent  residents,  but  at  least  six  servants.  Nimai  was  about  my  age  and  I was  soj 
of  scared  of  him.  Everybody  suspected  that  he  was  the  one  who  stole  my  heaviest  gold  necklace  right  after  ; 
the  wedding. 

Refusing  fish  was  a bad  omen  to  my  mother-in-law,  but  I had  a lot  on  my  mind.  Tomorrow,  I would  have 
to  leave  home  by  7:15  a.m.  to  reach  the  British  Airways  office  in  central  Kolkata.  Later,  clearance  papers 
had  to  be  obtained  from  the  Reserve  Bank  of  India.  Since  I earned  scholarship  money,  had  a bank  accoun 
and  would  carry  a substantial  amount  of  jewelry  out  of  the  country,  I had  to  have  proper  papers.  My  unclt 
knew  somebody  in  that  office  who  promised  to  help  me  to  get  them  quickly  and  without  bribes. 

“Ma,  who  will  go  with  me  tomorrow?”  I asked  my  mother-in-law. 

“Don’t  worry.  Pratik  will  go  with  you.”  Pratik,  about  four  years  older  than  me,  was  my  brother-in-law. 

My  husband  had  already  filed  papers  for  his  Green  Card.  I had  never  seen  him  waking  up  before  noon,  an 
aftermath  of  his  late  night  parties. 

I left  the  table  hungry.  After  a fitful  night  of  sleep,  I woke  up  before  dawn,  but  stayed  in  bed  looking  over 
my  papers  and  running  through  every  possible  scenario.  Before  going  to  the  bathroom  around  6:00  a.m.,  1 
looked  into  my  mother-in-law’s  room. 

“Ma,  Pratik  is  coming  with  me,  right?”  I asked.  Her  face  was  grave. 

“I  am  not  sure.  Your  husband  promised  him  a Green  Card  a while  ago.  Now,  you  are  going  before  him.  Yoi 
father-in-law  is  not  feeling  well  either.  Looks  like  you  have  to  postpone  your  journey.”  My  father-in-law 
entered  the  room  with  an  even  graver  face.  It  was  not  my  fault  that  U.S.  Government  gave  priorities  to 
wives  over  brothers,  particularly  ones  without  advanced  skills. 

I grew  up  in  this  city  and  knew  most  of  the  streets  like  the  back  of  my  hand  - actually  my  feet  knew.  I 
could  go  anywhere  by  public  transportation  without  anybody’s  help.  However,  since  my  marriage  I was  a 
prisoner,  not  allowed  to  leave  the  house  without  an  escort.  I went  to  the  bathroom,  showered  with  ice-colc 
water  and  got  dressed. 

Taking  a deep  breath,  I decided  to  break  a taboo.  Indian  brides  were  not  even  allowed  to  show  their  full 
face  to  their  brothers-in-law.  Surreptitiously,  I went  downstairs  and  knocked  on  Pratik’s  door  requesting 
him  to  escort  me.  There  was  no  reply.  As  I was  about  to  give  up,  Nimai  opened  the  front  door  from  outside 
and  was  on  his  way  up  the  stairs.  Suddenly,  he  turned  around. 

“I  can  come  with  you  to  the  Consulate.”  I found  this  solution  somewhat  uncomfortable,  but  the  only 
feasible  one. 

“Hey,  if  everything  goes  well,  I will  give  you  one  hundred  rupees.”  Even  in  the  darkness,  his  eyes  shone.  I 
would  have  to  get  rid  of  him  in  the  middle  of  my  errands,  to  avoid  giving  him  any  inkling  about  the  monei 
and  the  jewelry  I would  be  carrying  late  in  the  evening.  I left  most  of  the  jewelry  with  my  mother  and 
would  pick  them  up  from  my  father’s  office.  I knew  that  Nimai  would  be  able  to  manage  my  mother-in-law 
We  found  her  sitting  at  the  dining  table  sipping  her  morning  tea. 

“May  I take  Nimai  with  me  to  the  Consulate?”  I said. 


“How  can  you?  He  has  to  cook.”  As  I mumbled  away,  Nimai  took  over.  He  argued  about  what  the  neighbor; 
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[night  say  if  she  did  not  let  me  go.  Finally,  she  conceded.  Perhaps  she  thought  that  I would  not  be  able 
:o  get  the  papers  anyway.  Before  giving  her  a chance  to  change  her  mind,  I left  the  house  with  Nimai 
mmediately  without  any  breakfast. 

My  first  stop  was  at  the  British  Airways  office.  The  agent  explained  the  process  and  gave  me  a copy  of  the 
ticket  for  the  consulate.  I called  my  mother  from  his  private  office  and  explained  the  plan  to  her. 

‘Sita,  at  this  agency,  no  other  traveler  has  ever  managed  to  get  the  paperwork  done  within  a day.  Good 
uck  to  you.”  the  agent  said. 

fhe  visa  interview  for  immigration  went  without  a hitch.  With  the  visa  in  hand,  we  arrived  at  my  father  s 


office  around  1:00  p.m.  As  a government  officer,  he  worked  at  a prominent  building  in  central  Kolkata.  It 
was  time  to  get  rid  of  Nimai  for  a while. 

‘Come  back  here  by  5:00  p.m.  and  wait  for  me  in  the  lobby  of  the  building.  I will  be  fine  with  my  father. 

[ said,  as  I tucked  a twenty  rupee  bill  in  his  palm.  After  picking  up  my  stash  of  jewelry  I received  as  a 
dowry,  I went  to  the  Reserve  Bank  with  my  uncle’s  friend.  I had  to  show  them  to  the  bank  officer  to  get  the 
[ndian  export  certification.  The  rest  of  the  afternoon  was  a blur.  I remember  walking  along  streets  and 
i corridors  of  several  office  buildings  and  waiting  for  hours.  My  uncle’s  friend  managed  to  get  me  necessary 
certificates.  I called  my  mother  from  my  father’s  office. 

‘You  should  go  straight  to  the  British  Airways  office.  The  office  is  now  closed,  but  the  guard  will  open  the 
door  for  you  and  the  agent  will  wait  inside.  I have  left  a message  for  your  mother-in-law  that  you  will  be 
home  late”  my  mother  said.  I started  sobbing,  hearing  her  strong  voice. 

“You  know,  you  should  have  let  me  stay  with  you.  I had  no  proper  food  other  than  a cup  of  tea  since  last 
evening.  I am  not  even  sure  that  my  mother-in-law  will  let  me  go  to  the  airport  tomorrow.  She  tried  to 
throw  enough  roadblocks  today.”  I said 

‘‘Don’t  worry.  We  will  be  there  with  a taxi  bright  and  early”  my  mother  said. 

After  picking  up  the  ticket,  we  arrived  home  around  9:00  p.m.  travelling  by  public  transportation.  I did 
not  dare  to  take  a taxi  alone  with  Nimai. 

“May  I have  something  to  eat?”  I asked. 

“How  can  you  expect  to  have  anything  here?  You  must  have  had  a feast  at  your  mother’s  place”  my 
mother-in-law  said  smoothly. 

“I  never  went  there.”  I said.  I noticed  the  dinner  set  aside  for  Pratik  on  the  sideboard.  It  was  24  hours 
without  food. 

I could  not  sleep  because  of  hunger.  Next  morning,  the  house  was  full  of  neighbors  and  relatives.  My 
parents  came  with  a large  box  of  sweets.  Now,  it  would  be  impossible  to  stop  or  make  me  late  from  taking 
that  flight.  My  mother-in-law  turned  on  her  charms  for  my  parents.  Yet,  I could  not  manage  to  get  hold 
of  any  food.  Everything  was  intercepted.  We  left  for  the  airport  by  9:30  a.m.  I managed  to  sit  between  my 
parents.  My  mother-in-law  insisted  on  my  wearing  the  pink  silk  wedding  sari. 

I heard  that  the  food  during  the  first  leg,  a ten  hour-long,  Kolkata  to  London  flight,  was  really  good. 
However,  after  the  snack  of  orange  juice  and  nuts,  I fell  asleep  and  missed  the  lunch.  It  was  more  than  48 
hours  without  much  food. 

After  going  through  immigration  at  London,  two  big  agents  carried  my  suitcases  to  the  terminal  of  the 
U.S.  departure  and  I followed  them.  I wished  I could  stop  them,  take  out  one  of  the  discs  of  date  palm 
sugar,  special  gifts  for  my  husband,  and  devour  it.  But  they  would  be  solid  as  a brick.  I was  carrying  eight 
dollars  in  cash,  maximum  allowed  for  travelers,  and  dared  not  spend  that  emergency  money.  After  ten 
hours  of  lay-over  at  London,  I boarded  the  plane  to  Washington  D.C.  for  another  eight  hour  long  flight. 

It  was  about  70  hours  without  food.  After  a while,  my  body  started  getting  used  to  the  lack  of  food.  The 
flight  attendant  brought  me  a plateful  of  raw  vegetables  and  a piece  of  soggy  bread.  It  was  my  husband’s 
idea.  He  had  asked  for  a Hindu  vegetarian  meal  when  he  bought  the  ticket.  I polished  off  those  disgusting 
morsels  while  eyeing  delicious  non-vegetarian  Hindu  meals  others  were  eating.  Within  an  hour,  I threw 

up  everything. 

Soon  after  clearing  immigration  at  the  Dulles  Airport,  I blacked  out.  When  I came  to,  I noticed  that 
somebody  in  uniform  was  pushing  me  in  a wheelchair.  I took  a sip  from  a giant  glass  of  most  delicious 
orange  juice.  My  jewelry  bag  was  on  my  lap. 


In  darkness,  stood  the  tree 
with  its  limbs  spread  out 
like  torn  prayer  flags. 

I tasted  its  stressed  twigs 
gritty  and  dry  on  my  lips. 

I asked,  “How  do  you  cope, 

I mean,  swirling  snow 
and  tiresome  whirling  wind?” 
Another  dark  and  cold  night, 

I watched  an  old  woman 
dressed  in  many-colored  rags 
walking  toward  her  shack, 
a tent  under  the  bridge, 
now  and  then,  shaking  her  arms 
in  protest  toward  the  sky. 

I wondered  how  she  coped. 

I followed  a man  leading 
his  wife  out  of  the  morgue, 
into  the  inky  womb  of  the  night. 
He  shreds  his  badge  into  pieces 
throwing  them  in  a trash  can. 

He  just  visited  his  dead  son 
laid  on  ice  who  would 
never  have  to  be  an  orphan. 
Then  I understood.  In  darkness, 
we  take  out  our  coping  saws, 
thread  blades  through  lacunas 
of  our  soul,  cutting  away 
maladies  and  shaking  them 
loose,  like  twisted  tree  limbs 
strewn  on  the  desolate  street. 
That’s  how,  my  friend, 
we  cope. 


Bukul  Banerjee 
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Divided 


Rosalie  DeAstis 


LEARNING  HOW  TO  BREATHE 


Linda  Elaine 


Good  scouts  don’t  panic.  I wouldn’t  panic.  I needed  this  mantra  to 
command  and  comfort  me  as  I drove  770  miles  to  Columbia,  Maryland.  Before 
now,  I had  never  driven  more  than  thirty  miles  anywhere.  I hoped  these  words 
could  guide  and  anchor  me  against  the  den  of  fears  that  inhabited  the  cave  of 
my  stomach. 

I looked  left  into  the  face  of  another  driver,  alone  in  her  luxury  car,  and  felt  her 
eyes  say,  “What’s  the  big  deal,  lady?  So  you’re  driving  to  the  east  coast.  I did 
that  twice  in  college  and  at  least  a half  dozen  times  since.”  My  eyes  implored 
her  to  understand  that  there  had  been  reasons  a forty-year  old  woman  had 
never  traveled  alone.  She  zoomed  past  and  crossed  in  front  of  me  without 
signaling.  I desperately  wanted  her  kind  of  confidence  to  break  the  dependent- 
child  manacles  that  had  strangled  my  emotional  freedom  for  nearly  twenty- fiv<  | 
years.  I hoped,  on  this  trip,  the  shackles  would  fall  off  and  I could  fly  free. 

I pushed  into  the  player  one  of  the  many  tapes  that  would  be  my  traveling 
companions.  “Highway  One,  and  the  fog  rolled  out  to  sea.  He  was  overcome  by  , 
how  it  happened  all  so  easily.”  I listened  to  the  lyrics,  listened  to  my  breathing,  , 
let  my  shoulders  drop,  and  turned  a zen-like  focus  to  the  road. 

As  the  purring  of  the  car’s  engine  played  its  way  into  the  pulsing  guitar  and 
drum  rhythms,  I thought  about  balladeer  Kenny  Loggins  exploring  his 
relationship  struggles  in  song.  The  thundering  tympani  had  raised  up  his 
demons  and  expelled  them.  I heard  my  life  in  his  words,  and  he  encouraged 
me  to  journey  away  from  the  travails  of  a past  that  weighed  me  down  like  a 
boulder  strapped  to  my  heart. 

Thirty  miles  to  Hammond.  I’d  pass  through  Gary,  my  high  school  hometown, 
where  I had  habitually  slept  to  numb  the  twin  feelings  of  imprisonment  and 
abandonment.  A demanding  maternal  authority  policed  her  barracks  like  a 
cruel  drill  sergeant  and  issued  edicts  that  I explain,  defend,  and  prove  that  I 
was  innocent  of  violating  her  laws.  I had  no  one  else’s  knowledge,  opinions,  or 
experiences  to  trust,  no  one  else  to  help  me  unravel  my  adolescent  emotions. 
Prohibited  from  teenage  experimentation,  my  breath  and  growth  were  choked 
off.  So  I slept. 

In  that  sleep  state  at  fifteen,  I met  the  boy  I would  later  marry,  giving  Mother 
more  excuses  to  judge  me.  She  criticized  that  I had  belonged  to  his  family 
longer  than  my  own.  Her  words  were  meant  to  remind  me  how  stupid  she 
thought  I had  been  to  attach  myself  to  a boy  at  that  age.  I didn’t  think  I was 
stupid.  I thought  I was  in  love.  I might  not  have  been  so  eager  to  fall  into  his 
arms  had  the  arms  of  Mother  and  Father  not  been  perpetually  engaged  in 
battle.  Anyone’s  open  arms  would  have  sufficed;  his  were  just  the  nearest. 

continued  on  page  13 
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I What  I had  found  at  home  and  in  high  school  was  not  real  love.  Real  love 
mconditionally  accepts,  cares  for,  and  champions.  I found  that  kind  of  love 
it  thirty-nine,  when  a woman  at  work  understood,  supported,  and  accepted 
\ne.  She  saw  the  authentic  me,  and  she  helped  me  see  who  had  been  hiding  to 
)lease  others.  She  exposed  the  dualities  in  my  life  and  urged  me  to  integrate 
hem.  She  was  life-giving  water;  I was  a thirsty  sponge.  Her  stability  and 
support  encouraged  me  to  value  myself.  In  her  presence  and  in  my  professional 
ij ife,  I was  a confident,  assertive  woman  free  to  be  me.  In  my  personal  life,  I 
vas  a prisoner;  he  was  Bluebeard,  the  keeper  of  the  keys  to  life.  Like  Mother, 
le  controlled  what  I thought,  how  I felt,  who  my  friends  could  be,  where  I 
:ould  go,  and  how  long  I could  stay.  I tried  to  hide  the  integrated  woman  I was 
becoming,  but  as  she  grew  stronger,  she  wanted  to  unlock  the  prison  doors. 
Eventually,  his  addictions  collided  with  my  evolving  and  integrated  self.  Upon 

i mpact,  and  lying  in  the  wreckage  of  that  collision,  I woke  up. 

»** 


Like  a good  girl  scout  working  for  her  merit  badge  in  courage,  I planned  my 
rip  of  freedom.  Triple-A  designed  the  travel  path;  I reserved  a hotel  room 
it  my  halfway  point  in  Westlake,  Ohio;  I rented  a cell  phone,  for  on-the-road 
jmergencies;  I would  be  driving  my  new,  1992  Honda  Civic.  I stowed  my 
j nsecurities  and  fears  in  the  back  seat  and  trusted  myself. 

Eight  hours  and  forty- five  minutes  after  I had  left  home,  I reached  Westlake. 

[ had  traveled  flat  terrain  all  the  way,  under  blue  skies,  the  sun  streaming 
hrough  my  windshield.  That  stranger  in  her  car  had  been  right:  My  trip  had 
i >een  no  big  deal.  I slept  that  night  like  a seasoned  traveler,  confident  I could 
:onquer  the  remaining  500  miles  the  next  day. 

Day  two  brought  clouds,  fog,  steadily  falling  rain,  and  the  Appalachian 
Mountains.  I gripped  the  steering  wheel  until  my  palms  burned  but  continued 
hrough  the  mountainous  and  winding,  wet  terrain.  I had  known  no  other  way 
.out  to  press  on,  as  I had  always  pressed  on  in  the  face  of  obstacles. 

[ had  not  imagined  the  experience  of  snaking  through  this  chain  of  mountains, 
fog  blanketing  the  air,  and  driving  at  the  periphery  of  the  peaceful  Allegheny 
und  Monogahela  Rivers.  I had  not  imagined  trees  whose  arms  stretched  into 
[he  heavens  and  draped  over  quiet,  wooden  cabins.  I thought  of  Thoreau 
lit  Walden,  Anne  Morrow  Lindbergh  by  the  sea,  and  Thomas  Merton  in  his 
j:loister.  The  mountains  reminded  me  of  their  retreat  to  solitude  and  my  desire 
to  retreat  to  my  thoughts,  without  interruption  or  contradiction. 

With  the  mountains  looming  above  and  the  rain  drizzling  down,  I found  the 
self  that  had  lost  her  way.  For  miles  behind  me,  the  road  lay  empty.  I pulled 
into  a rest  area,  got  out  of  my  car,  and  breathed  in  my  freedom. 
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LITTLE  ONE  ^g^Mai-y  Lynetffi  Moore 

Little  One,  don’t  cry  for  your  Mother. 

Forlorn,  you  are  not  an  orphan. 

Never  were  nor  ever  shall  be. 

Fear  not.  I am  with  you  always. 

Little  One,  don’t  cry.  For  your  Mother 
Holds  and  comforts  you.  She  loves  you 
Though  she  has  a funny  way  of 
Showing  it  sometimes. 

You  may  sometimes  feel 

Little.  One.  Don’t.  Cry  for  your  Mother 

Who  loves  you.  You  are  not  alone; 

Never  were  nor  ever  shall  be. 

You  tell  me  not  to  worry,  my 
Little  one,  “Don’t  cry,”  for  your  Mother 
Does  cry  for  you.  I feel  your  pain 
More  deeply  than  I feel  my  own. 


♦ 


Mardelie  Fortier 


We  saw  the  fire  from  our  back  porch. 

Ed  ran  over— my  husky  husband; 
he  was  alive  then,  must  have  been  74. 
Shaking  with  cold,  I chased  after  him. 

He  had  a heart  condition  but  we 
had  to  do  something. 

Our  Lady  of  Angels— ablaze. 

Black  smoke  billowed  from  2nd  floor, 
kids  jumping  out  of  high  windows. 

Ed  tried  to  catch  them. 

A little  blonde  girl  fell,  hair  on  fire. 

My  husband  tore  off  his  coat 

to  smother  the  flames.  Poor  kid — 

limp  and  pale.  Would  she  die?  Would  Ed? 


I ran 

home  to  dial  the  operator. 

“Send  all  the  ambulances  in  the  city.” 

Panting  back,  I saw  Ed,  still  helping. 

A ladder  leaned  on  the  old  building. 

Pushing  and  shoving,  children  struggled  down, 
one  diving  head  first  toward  the  cement. 

Oh,  help  us.  My  husband  stood  at  the  bottom 
white  and  gasping. 

Ed  wound  up  in  the  hospital,  amidst  all  those 
boys  and  girls  with  broken  bones.  He’d  suffered 
a stroke — but  lived — unlike  many  children. 

I can  still  hear  their  screams 
and  those  of  bereaved  parents. 

Never  again— my  hope. 


Precious  moment  Lmae  Mundt 


THIRST 


' ' ^ 


rad  Setter 


ARGUING  WITH  A WEREWOLF 

We’re  arguing  internally 

We're  arguing  eternally! 

He  wants  out,  this  beast  within  me 

I want  out,  I want  to  be  free! 

Ravenous  in  his  desire 
I burn  with  hate,  burn  like  fire! 

The  side  of  me  I can’t  escape 

The  same  side  that  will  watch  you  break! 

He  taunts,  he  presses  for  control 
To  shatter  your  heart,  claim  your  soul! 
Leave  nothing  left  but  horrid  rage 
I’m  predator  and  you  are  prey! 

He  has  to  stay,  kept  deep  inside 
Why  do  you  fight,  why  do  you  hide? 

This  is  my  nature  nevermore 
Go  back  to  what  we  were  before! 

I was  the  monster  I now  fear 

But  now  you're  soft,  we  disappeared! 

There’s  only  me,  you’re  nothing  but 
A fantasy  you  conjured  up! 

It’s  what  I say,  to  keep  you  down 
To  keep  me  locked  beneath  the  ground! 
Inside  my  heart,  clasped  within  bone 
To  rot  and  die  as  one  disowned! 

I let  you  free  for  far  too  long 
Once  there  was  us,  once  we  were  strong! 
Every  morning  I was  waking 
To  what  we  were  undertaking! 

Nightly  carnage  that  we  beget 
With  evil  thoughts  and  dark  intent! 

But  now  those  days  are  gone  and  black 
I want  them  here,  I want  them  back! 

Not  again,  for  I have  command 
No!  You're  weak,  you’re  just  a man! 

I resolve  not  to  let  you  loose! 

Your  will  tightens,  just  like  a noose... 

You  see  it  yourself,  feel  it  too 

Those  days  are  gone,  my  time  is  through... 

No  more  control,  no  more  release 

You  are  master,  and  I am  beast... 

You’re  weak,  and  now  I’m  unafraid 
You're  predator,  and  I am  prey... 

The  rol  es  turned  round,  the  roles  reversed 
The  cursed  man  free,  the  free  beast  cursed... 
I won’t  surrender  to  this  pain 
You're  predator  and  I am  prey... 

You  won’t  take  me,  won’t  get  away 
You're  predator...  and  lam  prey. 


restraint 


Suzanne  Hetzel 
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MANGO  GAZELLE 


Louiea  Patzyk  L 


My  mind  was  in  some  savanna  maybe, 
where  mango  groves  thrived  over  gum  trees. 
Peeling  back  its  tender  sunset  skin 
in  the  middle  of  3rd  hour  biology, 
my  nails  swathed  in  stickiness, 
my  fists  drenched  in  its  sweet  juices, 

I chomped  the  mango  sharply,  as  a lion 
clenches  its  jaw  into  a gazelle’s  hide. 

I may  have  made  growling  noises: 
a guttural,  throated,  low  baying  of  the  feral. 

I was  too  far  gone  in  the  supple  orange  fruit. 
But  you  can  ask  my  classmates  and  professor: 
It  was  all  silence,  save  for  the  satisfied  licking 
of  chops  and  the  dribbling  of  juice  on  desk. 


HUNT 
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Mathan  Kiehn 


Buses,  stadiums,  concert  halls 

People  move  like  billiard  balls 

Looking  for  a certain  seat  to  take 

And  don’t  you  hate  it  when  you  find  one  claimed? 

“That’s  for  my  friend,  cousin,  brother” 

Now  we  have  to  go  and  find  another 
There’s  five  of  us,  but  only  two  there 
We  won’t  separate,  won’t  even  dare. 

There’s  a bunch,  in  the  middle  of  the  row 
Past  legs  and  bodies,  away  we  go 
“Excuse  me,  sorry,  can  I get  past?” 

Like  fighting  a river  that’s  flowing  fast. 

Alone,  on  the  bus,  no  seats  remain 
But  I keep  an  eye  out  just  in  case 
“Stop  requested”  are  magic  words 
To  start  the  struggle  through  the  herds. 

You  see  their  eyes,  the  predators 
Looking,  waiting  for  their  turn 
To  find  the  seat  they  think  is  best 
To  sit  down,  smile,  finally  rest. 

Every  day,  a new  hunt  dawns  for  some 
To  find  that  seat  when  legs  are  numb 
To  rest  the  body,  let  it  lie 
Enjoy  the  show,  the  ride,  the  drive. 


THH  DANCE  Julia  Andersen 

I saw  a man  made  of  leaves, 
all  swirling,  flailing  limbs; 
he  was  dancing  on  the  sidewalk, 
he  was  flying  in  the  wind. 

I heard  his  good  wife  singing, 
cool  voice  breezing  through  the  night 
in  a tune  he  followed  fleetly, 
stepping  quick  and  light. 

But  the  leaf-made  man  was  wild, 
dancing  through  the  air, 
and  his  wife  could  not  contain  him 
as  other  winds  called  fair. 

A gust  blew  up  and  claimed  his  form: 
he  split  apart  and  scattered; 
he  up  and  left  his  wife  heartbroken, 
their  song-and-dance  love  shattered. 

She’d  thought  to  always  sing  for  him, 
and  he  to  dance  for  her; 
but  when  he  heard  new  winds  whistling 
his  very  leaves  did  stir. 

He  found  himself  a traveler, 
whirling  far  and  wide, 
never  ceasing  the  self-same  dance 
he’d  started  with  his  bride. 

So  to  this  day  he  dances  on, 
an  ever-changing  form, 
always  his  most  vigorous 
in  the  winds  before  a storm. 
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A MODEST  PROPOSAL 
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SEA  CHORD 
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HAWKARM  Louies  Parzyk 

I crushed  the  left  side  of  my  body  up  against  the  stadium  wall  in  an  effort  to  keep  my 
mother  as  distant  as  possible.  She  sat  primly  glossing  through  Good  Housekeeping, 
ignoring  me,  ignoring  the  aquatic  show,  only  turning  away  to  chide  my  three-year-old 
cousin  Henry  at  his  every  demand  for  highly  processed  zoo  food. 

Everything  changed  when  Donna  came.  Donna,  a gleam  of  feathers  ripping  through  the  air. 
Donna  the  hawk,  red-tailed  and  predatory,  as  Leonard  the  zookeeper  would  recite  into  his 
mic  like  a slightly  dyslexic  schoolboy  forced  to  read  aloud.  The  hawk  perched  on  his  leather- 
braced  arm,  shifting  from  foot  to  foot  at  every  boom  of  his  voice.  Halfway  into  his  speech 
Leonard  stammered  out  an  abruptly  recalled  warning  to  the  audience: 

Under  no  circumstances  should  you  raise  your  arm,  unless  you  want  Donna  to  land  on  you. 
While  Leonard  stated  the  Newtons  of  force  in  Donna’s  grip,  I glanced  at  my  mother. 
Occupied  by  Henry  crawling  on  the  sticky  floor  between  strangers’  legs  to  chase  bits  of  lost 
popcorn,  she  hadn’t  at  all  noticed  my  arm  nonchalantly  reaching  to  scratch  the  back  of  my 
neck. 

My  blood  pumped  thick  in  my  veins,  equal  parts  adrenaline  and  resentment,  thinking  of 
the  hawk,  remembering  my  mother’s  every  transgression. 

The  night  before,  my  mother  had  peeled  the  skins  from  the  chicken  before  serving  it  for 
dinner.  All  that  golden-greased  skin  plunking  seemingly  out  of  existence  as  she  dribbled  the 
saturated  richness  into  the  shining  black  maw  of  the  trash.  And  by  way  of  explanation  she’d 
only  said,  “It’s  healthier,  Terrence.  We’re  healthier.” 

My  arm,  now  sneaking  up  the  wall,  trembled. 

With  sweet  patience  I’d  laid  in  bed  until  I heard  my  mother’s  snores,  and  I’d  plucked  those 
same  skins  from  the  bin,  and,  vulturous,  gobbled  down  the  sweet  carrion. 

And  now  in  my  mother’s  I’m-doing-this-for-you  tone  my  mind  echoed  back: 

Under  no  circumstances  should  you — 

My  arm  shot  straight  up. 

Donna  propelled  herself  off  Leonard.  “Oh,  f— ing  Christ!”  he  bellowed  into  his  mic.  The 
crowd  gaped  in  confusion,  a collective  organism  craning  a mass  of  necks  toward  Leonard’s 
gaze.  Donna  keened  out  a delighted  knifenote.  “Terrence!”  my  mother  yelped  in  half  fear, 
half  rage.  I grinned  into  her  livid  face,  and  she  fumbled  her  way  over  petrified  onlookers’ 
laps.  The  hawk  closed  in. 

Donna  alighted  gracefully.  Talons  burrowed  into  fat  flesh  and  muscle,  came  close  to 
clicking  against  bone.  I curled  my  arm  to  my  chest,  Donna  still  attached.  The  screams  of  the 
audience  frightened  her,  and  she  tore  at  my  face,  and  she  tore  at  my  mother’s  swatting  hand. 
That  night  she  caught  me,  my  mother.  Midnight  and  I knelt  before  the  trash  bin, 
surrounded  by  soiled  paper  plates  and  crumpled  napkins,  licking  juicy  chicken  skin  residue 
from  my  fingers. 

She’d  approached  with  stealth. 

I startled  out  of  my  gorging  when  she  clenched  my  shoulder.  A scrap  of  chicken  skin 
plopped  lifeless  to  the  floor.  In  the  pitch  dark  she  glared  into  my  eyes.  She  then  sighed, 
released  me,  straightened  her  bathrobe,  and  in  an  act  of  profound  weariness  went  back  to 
bed.  The  worst  of  it  was  my  waiting  for  the  click  of  her  door,  and  my  bending  to  finish  off 
that  dropped  skin. 

The  ER  doctors  sutured  the  hand  of  my  weeping  mother  as  I watched,  shame-tongued  with 
the  taste  of  chicken. 


FREEDOM 


Sarali  Hansen 


Rain 

splashes  down 

sprinkling  the  world  below. 

Water 

washes  away  the  meds, 
code  yellows 
the  window  bars. 

Puddles 

litter  the  streets 
the  sidewalks. 

Blue  socked  feet 


dance  around 
tiptoeing  around  one 
landing  in  another. 
Leading 
away  from 

the  looming  hospital 
standing  in  the  shadows 
of  the  clouds. 

Brown  hair 
blue  socks 
soaked  through 
in  the  street 
free  at  last. 


PRECARIOUS 


Kelsey  O'Kelley 


and  i’m  too  afraid  to 
feel  it, 

the  vowels  and 
the  echoes, 
but  I need  to  say 

the  name. 

i could  try 
to  cover 

it’s  forbidden 

my  lips, 

from  leaving, 

with  my  hand, 

marooned  in  my  mind 

but 

by  a garden  gate. 

1 

wildflowers 
and  weeds 

would  grow  between 
my  fingers, 
spelling  it  out. 

right  now  it’s 
resting, 
invisibly, 
on  the  roof 
of  my  mouth. 
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Merlena  stared  out  her  window,  watching  the  small,  bobbing  light  getting  closer. 

She  had  decided  a minute  or  so  before  that  the  light  was  not  marsh-fire  as  she  had  first 
thought,  but  probably  a person.  Probably.  She  could  never  be  sure  what  might  show  up  in 
this  place.  Even  after  all  the  time  she  had  spent  here  she  couldn't  guarantee  what  was  going  to 
happen  the  next  day. 

Merlena  leaned  forward,  resting  her  head  on  her  hands  and  watching  the 
small  spot  as  it  wove  back  and  forth.  At  this  distance  she  couldn't  quite  tell  if  whoever  (or 
whatever)  was  carrying  the  light  was  getting  closer  or  stumbling  around  lost.  The  maze  of 
wooden  bridges  between  her  house  and  the  main  part  of  the  bog  she  lived  in  was  rather 
complicated  and  not  all  that  sturdy.  To  be  honest,  it  was  rather  a miracle  that  none  of  the 
bridges  had  collapsed  into  the  murky  water  of  the  bog  years  ago.  Or  that  something  hadn't 
destroyed  them  while  she  was  out.  She  didn't  think  that  she  could  repair  the  bridges  if  they 
were  damaged. 

Her  attention  returned  to  the  light.  It  was  still  there,  which  was  a good  sign. 

Usually  by  this  time  the  less  determined  (more  like  desperate)  would  have  already  turned 
around  and  gone  home.  Or  attempted  to.  She  wouldn't  be  surprised  to  learn  that  half  of  the 
people  who  tried  to  reach  her  never  made  it  home  again,  regardless  of  whether  they  reached 
her  or  not.  The  bog  was  no  place  to  be,  even  in  the  daylight.  It  was  a whole  other  world  in  the 
dark,  and  not  all  the  monsters  looking  for  a midnight  snack  were  easy  to  see. 

And  there  it  wen — wait,  it  was  back.  Not  moving  anymore  though.  Probably  trying 
to  catch  their  breath  after  a close  call.  They  were  much  closer  now,  so  if  all  went  well  they 
would  probably  stumble  their  way  to  her  front  door  in  the  next...  half  hour  or  so.  More  than 
enough  time  to  boil  some  water  and  make  some  tea  before  her  visitor  arrived.  Getting  up, 

Merlena  stretched  and  picked  up  her  staff,  heading  over  to  stoke  the  fire  and  gather  a pail  for 
water.  She  paused  to  pull  on  a cloak  before  going  out  the  side  door  towards  the  small  well  dug 
behind  her  house. 

Moving  quickly,  she  slipped  past  the  gnarled  old  trees  that  had  managed  to  survive 
on  the  island  and  ignored  the  rustling  leaves  of  the  climbing  vines  clinging  to  the  house's 
wall.  If  she  was  lucky  she  would  have  the  water  and  be  back  in  the  house  before  any  of  the 
more  violent  carnivorous  plants  that  called  the  water  around  her  island  home  woke  up  and 
tried  to  eat  her. 

She  managed  to  gather  the  water  and  get  back  inside  just  as  the  strangle  vines 
around  the  upper  windows  began  to  slip  down  far  enough  to  catch  her  around  the  neck. 

Ducking  under  the  lowest  vine  she  closed  the  door  firmly  and  went  to  check  on  the  progress 
of  her  visitor.  They  were  on  the  last  leg  of  the  bridges  now,  only  a few  minutes  away,  and  she 
was  a little  surprised  at  how  quickly  they  had  recovered  and  moved  on.  Ah  well,  the  water 
wouldn't  be  hot  enough  before  they  arrived,  but  it  would  be  close. 

Dumping  the  water  into  the  cauldron  over  the  fire,  she  moved  on  to  the  rack  of 
herbs  and  shelves  full  of  bottles  next  to  it,  trying  to  guess  what  her  visitor  might  be  wanting. 

She  had  started  trying  to  guess  what  her  visitors  might  want  before  they  arrived.  She  wasn't 
always  that  good  at  it,  but  it  was  a way  to  spend  the  time  while  she  waited  for  them  to 
stumble  the  last  few  steps  to  her  house.  Now  what  could  they  want... 

Love  potion?  Not  that  she  actually  HAD  any,  but  every  once  in  a while  some  young 
fool  who  heard  that  there  was  a witch  living  in  the  bog  would  stumble  their  way  in  and  try  to 
buy  one.  Where  the  whole  witch  rumor  came  from,  she  wasn't  sure.  It  was  probably  the  best 
thing  that  the  locals  could  come  up  with.  She  called  herself  a potion  master,  but  had  had  to 
admit  there  was  clearly  something  unnatural  going  on  after  she  had  figured  out  more  time 
had  passed  in  the  world  outside  her  bog  then  she  had  first  thought.  The  fact  that  she  wasn't 
aging  really  didn't  help  matters  either,  so  she  simply  did  her  best  not  to  think  about  it  much. 

continued  on  page  48  |j 
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Usually  whenever  someone  came  asking  for  a love  potion  she  would  mix  up  some 
different  aphrodisiacs  into  a tea  and  then  send  them  on  their  way,  but  she  didn't  think  that 
was  it.  Too  late  in  the  evening  for  even  the  youngest  and  most  lovestruck  fool  to  risk  life  and 
limb. 

So  then  what?  Maybe  a poison?  She  had  to  admit  that  those  were  her  best  works. 
Living  in  a swamp  full  of  rare  and  deadly  plants  certainly  had  its  perks.  Then  again,  most 
people  could  find  cheaper  potion  makers  near  to  home.  Far  quicker  too,  though  there  was 
that  group  that  had  been  through  recently  looking  for  something  nasty  to  coat  a dagger... 
maybe  they  had  told  a friend  who  was  interested  in  a silent  killer? 

Or  maybe  someone  had  overheard  the  group  and  had  come  to  her  for  an  antidote. 
That  would  be  awkward.  She  certainly  hoped  that  it  was  one  she  could  provide  for  them 
if  that  was  what  they  had  come  to  get.  As  bad  as  it  might  sound,  she  didn't  know  all  the 
counter-potions  to  the  poisons  she  made.  The  last  thing  she  wanted  to  do  was  admit  that  to  a 
possible  client.  She  knew  as  much  about  medicine  as  she  did  antidotes. 

Medicine.  That  wasn't  something  that  she  was  often  asked  for,  but  it  was  a 
possibility.  No  one  had  been  here  for  any  of  that  since  that  plague  had  gone  through  the 
country...  oh,  about  eighty,  maybe  ninety  years  ago. 

The  knock  on  the  door  interrupted  her  train  of  thought  and  she  turned,  glancing 
over  to  the  cauldron.  Not  boiling  yet,  but  there  were  some  bubbles  so  it  was  close.  Leaving 
her  staff  leaning  against  the  shelves  she  made  her  way  slowly  to  the  front  door,  smoothing 
the  skirt  of  her  dress  and  running  a hand  through  her  pale  pink  hair,  making  herself  look 
presentable. 

The  man  she  saw  waiting  for  her  outside  the  door  was  middle-aged,  a touch  tall  but 
otherwise  average  with  brown  hair,  brown  eyes  and  tan  skin.  A glance  at  his  hand  showed 
calluses  and  dirt.  A worker  of  some  sort  then,  not  a wealthy  man.  How  curious.  Usually  the 
locals  were  too  nervous  to  come  looking  for  her. 

A second  glance  took  in  the  fact  that  he  didn't  seem  have  anything  to  pay  her  with. 
Usually  her  clients  were  quick  to  prove  they  could  pay  for  whatever  they  came  about.  Either 
that  or  they  were  quick  to  say  that  they  could  bring  something  to  pay  her  with  later.  She 
could  still  remember  the  man  who  had  offered  to  bring  her  his  first  child  as  the  second  part 
of  her  payment.  She  had  accepted  the  offer,  but  she  wasn't  really  planning  on  him  going 
through  with  it.  At  least  she  hoped  he  wouldn't.  She  had  no  idea  what  to  do  with  a child. 

Even  if  she  did  the  marsh  was  no  place  for  an  infant. 

The  man  cleared  his  throat  and  she  came  back  to  the  present.  He  was  shifting  on 
his  feet  now,  looking  nervous.  She  looked  into  his  face,  studying  him,  and  smiled.  This 
man  wasn't  here  on  a whim,  or  for  something  frivolous.  He  wanted  something.  Maybe  even 
needed  something. 

Merlena  stepped  back,  beckoning  him  inside  “Please,  come  in.  It's  not  a night  to  be 
out  so  late.” 

He  nodded  nervously,  slipping  in  and  glancing  around  her  home.  He  glanced  back 
at  her  and  paused,  eyes  widening  slightly  as  he  opened  his  mouth,  then  thought  differently 
and  closed  it.  So  he  had  noticed  her  hair  and  had  been  too  well  raised  (or  was  trying  hard  to 
make  a good  impression)  to  mention  it. 

Oh  yes.  This  would  be  fun.  “Don't  be  shy,  come  near  the  stove  and  warm  yourself 

up.” 

He  followed  her  warily,  glancing  about  as  if  expecting  a specter  or  monster  to  jump 
out  at  him  from  the  shadows.  She  came  up  to  the  fire  and  made  a show  of  putting  more  wood 
on  and  warming  her  hands,  letting  him  calm  down  and  settle  in.  Finally,  she  straightened 
and  turned  to  him  with  a small  smile. 

“Tell  me,  what  can  I do  for  you?” 
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Megan  Thornsbury 


Love  is  finding  beauty  in  the  fault  lines.  Or,  maybe  it  is  the  blackberry, 
vanilla  musk  clouding  my  thoughts  when  Mabel  is  near.  Gently,  she  sleeps 
next  to  me.  Careful  not  to  disturb  her,  I inch  along  her  naked  frame.  In  the 
gentle  dusk  of  our  bedroom  I transform  into  a blind  man  hungrily  thumbing 
his  braille  for  knowledge.  I explore  the  scattered  scars  that  mar  her  thigh  and 
expose  her  past.  My  hand  continues  up  over  her  stomach,  where  it  rests  and 
waits. 

The  first  time  I noticed  Mabel,  her  gaunt  frame  was  ragdoll-slouching  in 
a corner.  The  eager  sparkle  in  her  eyes  contrasted  the  furrowed  brow  she  wore. 
She  illuminated  the  dinge  of  the  basement  frat  party.  Motivated  by  desperation 
to  taste  her  pouted  lips,  I swaggered  toward  her;  the  dirty  thoughts  pinwheeled 
through  my  brain. 

“What  are  you,  some  kind  of  lady-killer?”  she  taunted.  In  that  moment, 

I hated  her. 

Our  mutual  connections  made  it  impossible  to  avoid  each  other.  After  many 
haphazard  meetings,  my  focus  shifted  from  avoiding  Mabel,  to  avoiding  the 
fondness  I felt  brewing.  I needed  to  be  near  her,  to  hear  her  forced  laughter — 
the  kind  that  clipped  more  abruptly  than  it  began,  and  it  never  changed  her 
stoic  expression.  I could  imagine  watching  someone  hollow  out  the  giggles  of 
her  youth  before  stuffing  her  with  a generic  laugh  track.  And  one  sticky  night 
after  the  beer  had  flowed  freely  and  while  the  crickets  rose  in  the  silence,  she 
claimed  me.  Afterward,  she  fell  into  a frantic  sleep,  and  told  tales  of  the  bows 
that  never  adorned  her  childish  tangles. 

Three  years  later,  I continue  to  catalog  the  confessions  that  slip  from  her 
sleep.  Each  one  leads  me  to  another  false  bottom  just  when  I think  I’ve  arrived 
at  her  core.  Much  like  her,  I’ve  also  come  to  loathe  that  puffy,  blue  coat  from 
her  school  days,  the  one  with  the  matted  fur  lining  the  hood.  If  quizzed,  I 
could  recite  her  rushed,  middle-of-the-night  prayers.  Her  silent  sobs  admit  the 
prayers  failed  to  protect  her  innocence. 

Tonight  her  sleep  jitters.  Nightmares  of  failure  snake  through  the  coils  of 
her  mind.  The  flaws  of  Mabel’s  framework  discourage  her,  but  I know  her 
perfection  exists  in  those  broken  bits.  Despite  her  notion  of  unworthiness, 

I refuse  to  abandon  her.  Becoming  another  faceless  offender  on  the  list  she 
tallies  internally  was  never  an  option. 

Finally,  I feel  a flutter,  our  daughter.  Mabel  writhes  beneath  my  hand; 
my  excitement  is  burdening  her  sleep.  Deciding  I should  give  it  a rest  for  the 
night,  I lean  in  and  whisper,  “Happy  Birthday  Mabel,  I love  you.” 
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1.  When  I was  nine  my  body  rebelled  against  me.  Wiry  hairs  sprouted  beneath 
my  arms  and  blanketed  my  private  area.  I couldn’t  make  it  stop.  My  arms 
clung  to  my  sides — best  not  to  remove  them  and  release  the  stench  of  my 
unkempt  puberty.  I smuggled  my  mother’s  razor  to  erase  the  betrayal. 
Instead  of  satisfaction  I received  festering  red  bumps  that  turned  white  in 
the  middle.  The  razor  burn  healed,  the  ingrown  hairs  burst  and  the  cycle 
repeated  itself. 

2. 1 was  a cheerleader  and  a cafeteria  worker,  attaining  rights  of  food  other 
students  weren’t  privy  to — extra  dessert.  As  a fifth  grader  loaded  down  with 
food  issues,  I was  in  danger.  It  was  the  mini  cherry  pies— I shoved  four  or 
five  of  them  in  my  mouth  while  washing  the  fourth  graders’  trays.  Garrett, 
my  best  friend  and  childhood  crush  helped  alongside  me.  Our  lunch  period 
began  and  I continued  to  beg  pies  off  the  trays  of  our  friends.  I was  ashamed 
of  my  insatiable  appetite  and  the  look  from  Garrett  saying  all  of  the  things  I 
had  heard  before.  In  our  early  twenties,  Garrett  killed  himself.  They  found 
him  hanging  and  wearing  the  ring  after  a public  proposal  denied. 

h My  grandfather  took  note  of  the  changes  of  my  body.  “Watch  out,”  he  would 
say  “you’ll  be  as  big  as  Two-Ton  Tessie  who  couldn’t  fit  through  the  front 
door.”  He  taunted  from  a place  of  fear.  Was  he  afraid  of  me,  or  for  my  body? 
The  slender  figure  of  my  childhood  vanished  beneath  the  rolls  of  my  belly. 
My  chest  blossomed  and  bounced  when  I walked.  My  grandfather  warned 
me  of  all  of  the  evils  attached  to  my  body.  “They’ll  rape  ya’  sissy,  ya’  gotta 
watch  out.”  He  was  afraid  of  my  body. 

L Purging  was  the  second  coping  mechanism  I learned,  next  to  silence.  The 
first  purge  stains  my  memory  and  calls  out  to  me  daily,  “Shed  your  sin, 
cleanse  your  soul,  eradicate  your  bounce— you  don’t  need  it  anymore.” 

Thick  chunks  of  cherry  slime  coated  my  fingers,  those  pies!  I scrubbed  my 
hands  and  the  foul  odor  of  my  sin  away.  After  the  ritual  I skipped  out  to  the 
blacktop  to  play  a game  of  kickball.  I was  not  going  to  be  a Two-Ton  Tessie. 

The  bell  rang  lunch  recess.  I remember  sliding  my  hands  along  the  blue- 
brick  of  the  hallway.  I stopped  at  the  girls’  restroom  and  like  the  sorriest 
of  sinners  I was  on  my  knees— piss  soaked  through  my  jeans  and  fingers 
jammed  down  my  throat,  a pleading  purge.  There  was  no  turning  back  at 
this  point. 
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Gwyneth  Phillips 


MJWUT  BE 

Cats  may  hum,  and  dogs  may  sigh, 

Crows  may  cackle,  and  men  may  lie, 

Some  may  say  doomsday  is  nigh, 

But  forever  I’ll  stay  under  our  sky 
Whistling  just  the  same. 

Day  may  shatter,  and  dawn  may  break, 

Cold  may  pierce  and  earth  may  shake, 

All  my  days  may  joy  forsake, 

But  forever  I’ll  stay  under  our  sky 
Whistling  just  the  same. 

Wars  may  come  and  red  be  rain, 

Fickle  the  friend,  and  many  the  vain, 

Great  the  greed,  and  vast  the  pain 
But  forever  I’ll  stay  under  our  sky 
Whistling  just  the  same. 

Angels  may  cry  and  devils  may  reap, 

By  and  by,  the  terror  runs  deep, 

The  wise  fall  and  the  fools  keep, 

But  forever  I’ll  stay  under  our  sky 
Whistling  just  the  same. 

Then  thunder  may  roar,  and  waves  may  crash, 
Arrows  may  fall  and  knives  may  slash, 

Resisting  the  horror  in  a mighty  clash, 

I’ll  take  up  my  way,  and  fight  for  my  sky, 

That  life  may  not  be  a game. 

When  love  may  conquer,  and  hearts  be  full, 
When  hope  drives  out  hate,  and  washes  the  soul, 
When  my  quest  is  done  and  the  world  be  whole, 
Then  forever  I’ll  stay  under  our  sky, 

Whistling  just  the  same. 


As  a college  freshman  more  than  fifty  years  ago, 

I admired  his  dark  hair  and  eyes,  his  smooth 
complexion,  and  the  clarity  with  which  he  taught 
American  Government.  With  him  I studied 
the  Declaration  of  Independence  and  the  Bill  of  Rights, 

There  were  no  neatly  pressed  folds  in  the  legs  of  his  slacks 
and  his  tie  was  often  smudged,  so  I joked  he  must  be  single. 

I returned  from  summer  break  and  found  he  was  gone. 

continued  on  page  53  , 
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There  were  rumors  of  his  arrest ...  an  incident 

in  a men’s  room  somewhere. . . his  dismissal 

from  the  faculty.  That  explained  it  all  to  my  1950s 

sophomore  mind.  I didn’t  stop  to  question  the  rightness 

of  his  firing  or  the  wrongness  of  his  act, 

never  wondered  if  he  was  hungry  for  love 

and  would  have  preferred  to  share  a home 

with  the  guy  he  met  in  the  men’s  room, 

something  society  would  not  permit. 

I never  asked,  Wasn’t  he  created  equal 

to  all  the  straight  men  with  wives  and  neat  clothing? 

Forgive  me,  professor,  wherever  you  are. 


I heard  her  say  it  numbed  the  pain.  She  said  with  it,  she  could  find  happiness. 
Whenever  they  had  their  rows,  she’d  clutch  a bottle  tight.  He’d  storm  out,  and 
she’d  nurse  like  a baby,  mouth  to  bottle. 

So  I found  myself  wondering  what  sort  of  magic  she  found.  What  had  she 
discovered?  What  magical  elixir  existed  in  her  bottle — or  was  it  only  at  the 
very  bottom?  My  curiosity  got  the  better  of  me  one  day,  home  alone  and 
searching  for  adventure. 

Happy  with  excitement,  I started  my  search.  Thoughts  of  my  mother’s 
glimmering  eyes  stayed  my  shaky  hands.  Whenever  she  drank  from  her 
bottle,  she  looked  like  Peter  Pan  returning  to  Neverland.  Jealous,  I kept 
searching.  I found  her  hidden  treasure  easily. 

A whiff  caught  me  off  guard.  What  was  that  smell?  The  burning  made  me 
think  fire,  some  puff  of  hot  smoke  in  my  nose.  But  it  was  just  my  mind.  I was 
just  too  giddy.  I stared  down  at  the  clear  liquid  expectantly.  Water  that  smells 
of  fire?  Surely  this  is  the  magic  my  mother  keeps  hidden.  I thought  again  to 
my  mother’s  glimmering  eyes;  they  glowed  with  the  same  fire  I held  in  the 
bottle.  I swallowed  my  fear  first,  and  then  my  mother’s  liquid  magik. 

Until  then,  I’d  never  given  much  thought  to  the  fire-eaters  I saw  on  the 
TV.  But  as  the  flame  traveled  down  my  throat  and  burned  its  way  into  my 
stomach,  I wondered  if  I could  breathe  fire  like  they  could. 


ER  THE  TRUCE 


The  spent  munitions  spread 
across  streets  and  alleys 
entice  children  looking 
for  something  to  play  with, 
all  their  toys  among 
the  collateral  damage  of  war. 


Their  hungry  mothers,  frightened 
their  offspring  will  be  drawn 
to  combat,  dread  the  sight 
of  these  deadly  souvenirs, 
reminders  of  all  they  have  lost: 
husbands,  sons,  home;  reminders 
of  why  they  can’t  afford  enough 
food  for  their  famished  children. 


The  mothers  remember 

when  their  own  fathers 

took  them  to  the  beach, 

the  delicate  shells  they  collected, 

not  these  hollow  shells 

that  left  so  many  hollow  people 

roaming  the  shattered  streets 

and  alleys  of  their  hometown. 
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WHOLE  AND  FULL  WITHOUT  Linda  Elaine 

Such  a fool’s  mission 
to  believe 
we  will  NEVER 
BE  HUNGRY  AGAIN. 

Our  lives  are  filled 
with  STRONG,  STRANGE 
and  unquenchable 
CRAVINGS. 

What  is  this  need 
for  CONSUMPTION 
that  leads  to 
one  desire, 
then  another, 
then  WEAKNESS... 
only  to  deny  that 
we  are  OBSESSED? 

Our  YEARNINGS  control. 

We  say:  cTm  addicted.” 

“No,  I am  not!” 

Such  self-denial. 

Can  we  seek  the  path  of  self-control? 

Can  what  we  hunger  for  is  mastery 

of  the  self; 

find  a purer  outlet 

that  doesn’t  lead  to  a mall; 

make  change 

that  doesn’t  slip  in  or  out 

of  our  pockets? 
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Do di  Dolendi 
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She  is  a dancer. 

Pink  satin-clad  feet  are  her  storytellers. 

The  spotlight  and  wooden  floor  beckon  her  solo  performance. 
Her  heart  pounds  as  she  takes  center  stage. 

Her  soul  craves  the  kinship  between  movement  and  music, 
pain  and  pleasure, 
feet  and  floor, 
artist  and  audience. 

She  is  a dancer. 

Though  her  limbs  are  less  limber, 

her  inner  grace,  passion,  and  desire  still  move 

to  the  symphonic  voice  in  her  head. 

She  still  sees  herself  dancing,  from  a distance  now, 
like  a child  watches  the  ballerina  twirl  inside  a jewel  box. 


She  is  a dancer. 

She  exchanges  the  painful  hours 
of  toes  banging  en  pointe 
for  endless  days 
of  fingers  tapping  out  words. 

The  desk  light  and  white  space  beg  a new  solo  performance, 
for  another  unseen  audience. 

She  chooses  metaphors  over  movement. 

She  gives  up  the  dancer’s  excitement  at  the  curtain  call 
for  the  writer’s  more  permanent  thrill 
after  she  dances  across  the  printed  page. 


She  is  a dancer.  She  takes  to  the  stage.  For  she  has  a story  to  tell. 


Five-years-old  I reached 
for  the  stove  burner  flame. 

A gorgeous  orange  silk 
rippling  under  a pot 
of  water  roiling  for  tea. 

I stroked  the  fire  and  she 
licked  my  finger,  timid 
and  wavering. 

I coaxed  her  off  the  stove 
with  matchsticks  and  Dad’s 
Marlboros.  I took  the  flame  and  she 
warmed  my  pocket  change. 

That  autumn  the  leaves  of  her 
own  coloring  curled  black 


under  her  feet.  Dogs  would  bark 

and  she'd  hiss  a wisp  of  smoke  their  way. 

But  winter  flakes  found  her 

and  she  vanished  into  a 

simmering  puddle  I put 

my  palm  against.  I felt 

her  warmth  grow  tepid 

and  cold,  inhaled  her  steam 

and  held  my  breath. 

My  mother  still  wonders  why 
the  right  front  burner  of  our  stove 
never  lights  except  for  me. 

I know  it  is  for  love,  and  for 
a fire  like  silk. 
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ufia  Andersen 


There's  a restlessness  inside  of  me 
that  paralyzes  and  provokes  me; 
what  do  I want?  I demand  from  myself 
answers  to  questions  smothering  in  their  enormity. 


Want  is  a spectacle  of  shining  teeth  and 
double-edged  desires,  dressed  in  petal-soft  pleasure 
and  notions  of  cotton-candy  comfort;  want  opens 
its  maw  and  swallows  my  mind, 

raging  to  be  felt.  I know  it  has  invaded  me, 
has  tainted  my  edges  and  insides  with  ambition 
unreasoning.  It  twists  within,  curls  in  my  gut  and 
stretches  through  my  limbs.  It  cries  out  for  glory, 

for  fame  and  fortune  and  television  prosperity. 

I want  to  want  less,  but  the  restlessness 
paralyzes  and  provokes  me — what  will  you  do 
with  yourself?  Make  of  yourself?  Take  the  world 

and  make  it  yours.  Make  it  what  you  want. 

What  do  you  want? 


BOTHER  FAMINE  Chrfjygg  Autnent 

When  my  father  died, 

I was  seventeen. 

But  he  was  mostly  absent 
From  the  time  that  I was  ten. 

When  my  father-in-law  died, 

His  youngest  son  was  20. 

I married  that  son  at  34; 

I never  knew  his  father. 

When  my  husband  died, 

His  sons  were  teens, 

With  only  a mother 
To  raise  them. 

When  my  daughter-in-law's  father  died, 
She  was  only  twenty- two. 

My  son  knew  her  father, 

But  only  in  their  dating  years.  | 

My  children  had  no  grandfathers;  ! 

j 

My  grandchildren  will  share  that  fate.  j 
My  hope  is  that  their  father 
Is  the  one  to  buck  the  trend. 


To  be  a woman  means  to  be  strong;  to  be  weak; 
to  be  playful;  to  be  serious; 
to  be  tough;  to  be  nurturing. 

To  be  a woman  means  to  never  be  enough. 

It’s  not  enough  to  play  baseball, 
to  pirouette  the  fastest, 
to  read  the  most  books, 
to  play  marbles  in  the  dirt, 
to  build  model  airplanes  and  cars. 

A woman  must  wear  lacy  dresses, 
must  cake  on  makeup  and  lipstick, 
must  stand,  sit,  and  walk  just  so, 
must  be  refined, 
and  cook,  always,  from  scratch, 
and  keep,  always,  the  babies  clean, 
and  smile,  always  smile. 

She  must  not  wear  pants  and  T-shirts; 
only  boys  wear  pants  and  T-shirts. 

A girl  is  not  a boy. 

She  must  not  laugh  so  loud. 

She  must  not  giggle  or  be  silly. 

That’s  what  grown  ups, 

who  have  strong  opinions,  say. 

*** 

Once,  there  was  a woman 

who  was  many  people’s  ideal  of  femininity. 

Sometimes,  she  wore  a business  suit; 

other  times,  she  wore  jeans  and  a tailored  shirt. 

Still  other  times,  she  wore  a formal  gown; 
sometimes  she  was  scantily  clad. 

She  was  tough, 
she  was  intelligent, 
and  she  was  beautiful. 

She  had  strong  ideas  of  what  it  means  to  be  a woman. 
She  wrote  books;  she  gave  speeches. 

She  fought  for  women’s  right 
to  be  whoever  they  wanted, 
to  do  whatever  they  wanted. 

Many  women,  like  me,  listened  to  her 
and  liked  her. 

Others  disliked  her. 

They  said  her  voice  was  too  strong,  too  masculine. 
They  said  she  was  strident. . . a complainer. 

Still,  she  rose  to  advocate  for  women’s  rights. 

continued  on  page  64 
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Parkinson 


One  afternoon  in  the  decade  of  the  70s, 

I stood  with  a crowd  of  others 
in  front  of  my  favorite  bookstore. 

We  waited  to  hear  this  woman 
whose  writing  I had  read, 
whose  voice  I had  heard, 
speak. 

She  stepped  out  of  a limo, 
dressed  in  a simple  blouse  and  skirt. 

The  wind  blew  her  blonde,  shoulder-length  hair 
across  her  face. 

She  laughed  loud  and  free. 

We  heard  this  woman, 

Gloria  Steinem, 

share  her  views  on  women’s  rights. 

With  every  word,  I stood  taller  and  prouder 
about  being  a woman. 

The  grown  ups  must  have  been  wrong. 


See  that  grey-haired  woman 
huddled  against  the  wall, 
cheeks  red  and  tough  as  leather, 
natty  grey  scarf  over  her  matted  hair? 

That  coat  looks  thirty  years  old. 

Who  knows  when  those  buttons 
popped  off?  Those  old  grey  sweat  pants, 
ragged  at  the  bottom,  stick  out 
under  her  old-fashioned  skirt. 

And  those  shoes!  She’s  stuffed 
newspapers  in  men’s  shoes 
to  make  them  fit  and  fill  the  holes. 


Many  of  her  teeth  are  rotted  out. 

She’s  half-blind  without  glasses 
she  can’t  afford.  See  how  arthritis 
has  gnarled  the  fingers  holding  out 
the  cup  for  coins. 

That’s  me  as  I might  be 

had  my  grandparents  not  taken  us  in, 

Mother,  Dorinda  and  I, 

kept  the  monster  beast  of  poverty 

from  striking  its  fist  harder 

into  our  bellies,  beating  us 

into  the  ground. 


The  memory  presents  itself  in  the  form  of  a blackened,  three  dimensional  cube; 

I know  this  to  be  the  room.  In  this  cube  a metaphorical  spotlight  illuminates  the 
naked  body  lying  on  the  floor.  A pair  of  rugged  paws  hoists  the  legs  into  the  air.  I did 
not  know  those  hands,  I resented  the  way  they  felt.  I spent  years  coaxing  confessions 
from  my  mother  to  give  these  hands  a face.  The  face  belongs  to  a family  friend  who 
had  been  entrusted  with  my  care. 

I remember  a road  trip  with  my  grandmother,  and  I remember  rocking 
my  hips  and  grinding  my  bits  on  a book  wedged  between  my  thighs. 

At  the  time  of  this  trip  I would  have  been  around  three  years  old.  I 
transformed  the  carefree  games  of  childhood  into  sexually  explicit 
romps — “playing  house”  became  a game  of  “bad  man”  where  I role- 
played  bondage  and  rape  scenes,  the  Barbies  occupying  my  doll  house 
constantly  naked  and  contorted  into  awkward  sexual  positions.  The 
least  concealed  of  my  memories  are  those  of  physical  abuse.  The  phrase, 
“Quit  yer’  cryin’  before  I give  you  somethin’  to  cry  about”  induces  a 
full  body  rigor,  a guttural  jitter,  and  an  acid  that  festers  beyond  my 
throat.  I remember  a thick  wooden  paddle,  the  attitude  adjuster.  My 
step-father  drilled  holes  through  the  center  to  increase  the  efficiency 
of  its  swing,  and  eventually,  duct  tape  held  it  together.  After  duct  tape 
failed  to  maintain  the  paddle  it  was  discarded,  but  surviving  it  were  the 
leather  belts,  spatulas,  hairbrushes,  palms,  fists,  or  any  object  within 
my  step-father’s  reach.  Sometimes,  I catch  a glance  of  myself  bent  over 
a bed,  my  pants  settled  at  my  ankles.  Around  the  time  I entered  fourth 
grade  my  mother  remarried.  I was  shuttled  from  my  hometown  to  a 
military  town  in  Kentucky.  After  a year,  on  a family  visit  to  Southern 
Illinois  my  brave  baby  sister  exposed  the  lewd  behavior  of  our  step- 
father. The  marriage  was  abruptly  dissolved  and  while  my  step-father 
was  away  on  field  training  for  the  United  States  Army,  mom  retrieved  our 
belongings  in  a hasty  middle-of-the-night  mission.  The  details  I recall 
about  Kentucky  include:  sleeping  with  a crocheted  cross  under  my  pillow, 
a night-light  to  ease  my  onset  of  fearing  the  dark,  the  Christian  radio 
program  “Unshackled”  that  lulled  me  to  sleep  at  night,  and  the  verses 
of  Psalms  I tearfully  chanted  at  night.  Throughout  my  life,  I have  come 
to  be  thankful  for  the  empty  craters  in  my  mind.  Statistics  methodically 
predict  the  future  of  my  productivity  as  a victim  of  childhood  abuse, 
but  I do  not  listen.  I am  not  a victim.  I am  a survivor;  every  day  I am 
surviving.  I believe  that  I am  a one  woman  rebellion,  every  day  that  I am 
surviving  I am  rebelling  against  the  crimes  committed  on  my  body,  and  I 
am  rejecting  their  potential  power  to  ever  define  my  future.  I believe  I am 
strong  enough  to  remember,  but  I deserve  to  forget. 


Louisa  Parzyk 


Rice 

Playing  in  the  sandbox.  That's  where  I found  the  acorn.  1 took  it  as  some 
miracle  for  little  me  to  have  found  it  in  the  treeless  courtyard  of  my 
apartment  complex.  The  acorn  with  its  dark  body  and  caramel  cap  was  for 
me.  I knew,  I knew  even  before  I dusted  off  the  sand  and  cradled  it  in  my 
palms,  I knew  in  my  ever-so-entitled  five-year-old  mind  my  divine  right  to 
this  beautiful  seed. 

I snuck  into  the  apartment  with  my  prize  in  my  jacket  pocket.  My  parents 
were  screaming  at  each  other  about  money  again,  and  didn't  notice  as  I 
tiptoed  into  my  room  and  closed  the  door  behind  me. 

Nature  chewed  through  fall  with  its  frost  and  spat  out  winter.  My 
disastrous  floor  sucked  up  my  jacket,  swallowing  it  acorn  and  all.  My 
parents  continued  arguing.  So  I hid  out  in  the  peaceful  squalor  of  my  room 
until  my  mother  finally  put  her  foot  down — on  a Lego.  I summoned  all  the 
strength  of  my  continually  lazy  childhood  and  shoveled  once  prized  Beanie 
Babies,  troll  dolls,  and  begged  for  birthday  gifts  into  the  already  clogged 
recesses  of  my  closet. 

I found  the  jacket  under  my  bed,  tugged  on  the  sleeve  and  tossed  it  behind 
me,  but  before  I moved  on  I heard  a hollow  thunk.  I turned  and  saw. 
Remembered  and  I knelt.  Out  of  the  acorn  came  three  grains  of  rice,  and  I 
giggled  at  the  idea  of  saving  them  from  dinner  for  later,  to  eat,  or  to  make 
swallows  explode  like  my  dad  told  me  they  would.  My  mom  had  snapped  at 
him  for  that.  "Harold,  shut  your  damn  mouth.  What  are  you  teaching  her?" 
"What  are  you  teaching  her,  Nadine?  Don't  swear  in  front  of  the  kid,"  he'd 
said,  red-faced  and  seething. 

A nasty  shouting  match  began.  I tried  to  hide  in  my  room,  but  they  were 
too  loud  this  time.  I went  to  the  laundry  room  to  crawl  into  the  dryer  and 
snuggle  into  a bed  of  warm  towels. 

My  mind  snapped  back  to  the  rice.  Those  grains  on  the  floor.  Those  grains 
that  then  stretched  their  bodies,  and  accordioned  across  the  hardwood,  all 
steady  and  dreadful.  I didn't  know  what  was  happening  until  I leaned  in 
with  hands  on  the  floor  to  see  three  pairs  of  pinprick  red  eyes  staring  about 
my  room. 

No  one  could  tell  me  then  that  the  acorn  was  doomed  from  the  start,  being 
hollowed  out  by  the  greedy  maggots  since  the  day  I first  discovered  it.  In 
their  punishment  and  in  my  own  penance  I plucked  the  creatures  from  the 
ground,  shoved  them  into  my  mouth  where  they  were  engulfed  in  the  deep 
esophageal  abyss,  drawn  into  the  great  green  sea  of  my  belly  to  die. 
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after  the  scandal 
is  like  grasping  for  fish 


bare-handed. 
Pale,  blind  fish  in 
oil-dark  caves. 


New  York  Magazine 

did  a puff  piece: 
she’s  in  the  city 
with  a handbag  line. 

She  has  roses  on  her  wall, 
her  mugs,  her  doormat, 
her  smiling  face:  petals 
fanning  out  where  eyes 
should  be.  Writing  parodies. 

But  no.  The  article  wasn’t 
dated  and  it’s  old.  Now 
she’s  living  in  England. 


The  infamy  was  too  much  so 
she  ran  away  and  got  a Master’s 
degree  in  Social  Psychology. 

In  Jewcy  there’s  a blurb, 

“Will  a Nice  Jewish  Guy 
PLEASE  Marry  Monica 
Lewinsky?”  She’s  so  lonely 
and  marriage  and  kids  are 
“probably  the  most  important 
thing”  to  her. 

I cry  when  I see  a picture 
ofherat39.  Dressed  in  oil- 
black,  half-smiling  with 
dried-up,  panicked  eyes, 
planning  to  write  a ‘reveal- 
all’  book  because  she’s 
still  single  and  wants  revenge — 
or  that’s  what  the  Enquirer  said. 


Stephen  Koch 
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